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weary actors ready to pay the bill which he had in his pocket.
For some moments he stared, utterly bewildered, as, to his
knowledge as owner of the barn, there was but one way in
and out, which could be reached only by walking the whole
length of the place. At first he was tempted to believe that
the actors were also conjurers and magicians, and he rushed
off to his home to make inquiries. But no one had seen any-
thing of the performers, and the darkness made pursuit a
matter of almost certain failure. He therefore contented
himself .with vowing foul vengeance on the convicts, with
whom he swore that he would get even, cost him what it
might.
In the meantime Manager Jemmy King and his jubilant
company had wasted no time in starting quietly upon their
return journey to camp. They followed a grassy valley on
the turf of which the horses' hoofs and the dray's wheels were
soundless, waded the Nepean River, and came at last to a
halt in a deeply-sunk dell where they could light a fire unseen
by anyone. Here they made a good meal of the food which
they had extracted from their thieving host under pretence
of needing it for a stage supper, and washed it down with
the two gallons of his much-vaunted rum which they had
brought with them. Hilarious as was their mood at the suc-
cess of their outwitting of Boniface, they were careful not to
drink to excess, as they knew with certainty that he would
waste no time in laying his complaint before the camp Com-
mandant, and it was necessary that they should appear before
this dreaded official in full and sober possession of their
reasoning powers.
They reached camp just after sunrise, and having unloaded
the properties,, prepared themselves for the ordeal of exam-
ination which they were assured would soon be upon them.
They were mightily relieved when Jemmy King volunteered
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